THE MAGNATES

followed a long eulogy of Francois, of his bravery in the war, of his
talents as a business man, of the quality he had shown while managing
director of the Sonchelles refineries., and expressing the shocked horror
of the newspaper's staff and its sympathy.

The battle over Sonchelles had been joined again.
"I'll take at 1280!  I'll take at 1290!  I'll take at 1320!"
Noel breathed again.  Alberic Canet had kept his word.
Dealing continued. People began to look questioningly at each other.
Was Schoudler holding out? And if he was, then .. .

Maublanc's broker made another attempt to force down the price,
but in vain. The demand was constant and the other sellers raised their
prices. Some of the previous sellers now became purchasers. And Canet
continued to buy and buy... 1400, 1430 ... the figures clocked up in
the lights on the wall. The battle was moving into the enemies' terri-
tory.

UEcho du Matin was passing from hand to hand.
Now that his son's death was announced and attributed to a cause
that could be admitted, the members could do no other than express
their sympathy to Schoudler.

"We didn't know," they said ... "we've just read about it.  It's ap-
palling. I admire your courage in such circumstances . . .'*
"Yes, it's appalling, it's appalling," the giant repeated.
And the others went away perplexed, discussing their impressions.
After all, the son might well have killed himself over some love-affair!

As for the capital supposedly refused by the Leroys, what truth was
there in that? Had the old shark perhaps used his son's death for the
furtherance of his plans?

No, really, he can't have steered so near the wind for fun. There
must be something else behind it all.

"What are Sonchelles' standing at at the moment?"
"Fifteen hundred."

"What did I tell you! Anyway, he's pretty tough. He belongs to
another generation. People haven't got guts like that today."

At a quarter to two Sonchelles stood at 1550, and were at that price
when the Bourse closed. Something like twenty thousand shares had
changed hands, and Lulu Maublanc's broker knew that his client had
taken a knock.

When Noel and Alberic Ganet went out down the great stairs, they
were both tired with a heavy, physical, muscular fatigue. The agent's
voice was hoarse and his ears still echoed with shouted orders. But*
he was proud of himself and breathed the sunlit air feeling that, in this
paved space, he was in the country. Noel was mopping his neck with his
handkerchief. People looked at them with deference as great men.

They examined their figures. They had come out with a profit which
would be doubled when, in two or three days* time, the shares in the'
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